TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
of humour ? Nowhere. The Irish have wit but
little humour. They cannot laugh at the battle while
they are involved in the broil of life,
" How old were you. Jenny ?"
" Seventeen."
But surely------?
" No, for the circus work you has to begin at four
or five to get the backbone supple. I could never do
a back balance, I could get no equilibrium nohow.
You has to be like a horseshoe hanging down. I
done trapezes but no contortionist turns."
" Did, you hear about the fellow who was engaged
to a contortionist ?" the Citizen interrupted, splutter-
ing out his words so as to be in on Jenny's sentence.
" Well ?"
" She broke it off 1"
" Sorry, Jenny.    Go on.    We won't interrupt"
" That is all about it," Jenny said, and, conscious
that she was addressing the company, she retired into
herself. I wished that the Citizen hadn't butted in
with a joke that no one could see but himself,
" How long were you married ?" Vincent, who
wanted to do a little arithmetic, inquired.
" A year and a half.    Then he burst a blood vessel."
44 She's not nineteen yet," the Citizen informed us
with a hint of proprietorship.
With one admirer peeling potatoes and another
throwing fits for love, you would have imagined that
the Citizen would have had his hands full.
" By the way," I asked, " who is Dumnorix, whom
you left me with the other night ?" He thought that
I was going to give him away, which I was hot. He
forgot that Jenny knew nothing of the Kips.
44 Oh," said he hastily, much relieved, " that old
blackguard out of Kraft Ebing is one of those old
lechers with one foot in the grave and the other in the